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PREFACE. 



For these productions the Author has nought 
of pretension to offer, and very little in the way 
of apology. They are not the offspring of either 
leisure or design, but the occasional aspirations 
of an over -tasked mind, accustomed to take 
refuge in the regions of imagination from the 
inflictions of reality. 

Lotulon, August, 1837. 
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LYRICS. 



I. 

The wreath is faded now 
That Fancy placed upon my brow, 

When in the early spring 

I went forth wantoning 
With love, and song, and every joyous thing 

That lightens this dull earth. 
Alas ! that sorrow should give birth 
To sighs and tears. 
In after years ; 

Blighting and drowning 

All the joys of youth— 
Whether of fancy bom or unfeign'd truth — 
And crowning 

With a coronal of care 

Temples that else were bare. 

B 



LYRICS. 



II. 



Swift o'er the foaminp^ sea 

Our gallant vessel glides, 
"While the wanton waves rush sportively 

To kiss her reeking sides : 

But still she hurries on, 

Nor ocean's ripple heeds ; — 
So beauty, when love's faith is gone. 

From flattering falsehood speeds ! 



III. 

Oh, lassie, lassie ! fare-thee-weel, 

Again we maun be parted — 
Again those pangs o' sorrow feel 
That o'^er the waunded spirits steal 
0* lovers broken-hearted. 

'Tis nought to part wi' warl's gear. 

Though poortith may be smarting ; 
But, oh ! His waur than death, my dear, 
Thus — thus to part, an' weeping fear 
That we for aye are paring ! 



LYRICS. 

Yet still Ws hope, though hope scarce brings 

Ae flow**! that is na blighted, 
That Joy again may spread his wings, 
An^ ca"* us £rae our sorrowings, 

To be " for aye '** united ! 



IV. 

'Tis not that thou art fairer 

Than a' thy sex beside. 
That thou to me art dearer, 

My young, my blooming bride 
The blush of beauty fadeth. 

And loveliness decays ; 
But virtue's charm pervadeth 

The latest of her days. 

And, oh ! whilst such perfection 

By modesty is crown'd, 
And faith and warm -affection 

In unison are found ; 
I still must love thee dearer — 

My young, my blooming bride- 
And ever deem thee fairer 

Than all thy sex beside ! 

b2 



LYEICS. 



V. 



Oh, if there be a thought of bliss 

Too pure to bear repeating 
In earthly language, it is this— 

The holy joy of meeting ! 
And if there be a sense of woe 

The most severely smarting. 
We feel that more than mortal throe 

Steal o'er our souls at parting ! 



VI. 



Dear lady, stranger lady, say 
How I shall adoration pay 
To beauties that outshine the light 
Of all that's young, or fair, or bright ? 
How shall I praise those eyes of blue. 
That shame the heavens deepest hue ; 
Or those fair cheeks whose flush impose 
Submission on the blushing rose ;. 
Those angel lips, whose lovely smile 
Might sorrow, anguish, death beguile ; 



LYRICS. 

The faultless form, the grace divine, 
That make perfection s trophy thine ? 
Dear, stranger lady, tell me how. 
And ev'ry sigh shall bear a vow-^ 
And ev'ry breathing form a sigh, 
To prove my endless constancy ; 
And ev'ry pulse new breath create 
To worship at thy shrine, 'till fate 
The silken tie of love should sever. 
And banish me from bliss for ever ! 



VII. 



She gave me a lock of her silken hair. 

And I hung it upon my breast ; 
And as long as there's warmth and feeling there, 

On that bosom it aye shall rest. 

And I swore by the worlds of celestial light, 

That glow'^in the heavens above — 
Those gems on the wide-spreading vesture of night — 

That I never would change my love ! 



LYRICS. 



I may cease to remi^mber the thoughts that blend 
With my fancy so brightly now — 

Those visions of bliss in obUvion may end- 
But I'll never forget my vow ! 



VIII. 



Say not life is a load of care. 

For varied scenes of bliss there are, 

Scatter'd around us, bright and fair. 

Like rays of heav'nly light. 
Have we not wine and minstrelsy, 
And lovely woman"*s beaming eye. 
To sooth — nay cheat — our misery, 

And yield our souls delight ? 

Do not our darker moments throw 
O'er love's soft hours a warmer glow ? 
And has not joy a brighter flow 

After affliction's smart ? 
And does not gloomy sotrow fly. 
When mad-cap mirth comes laughing by, 
When wit the wine-cup spices high. 

To cheer the drooping heart ? 



LYIUCS. 

V(hy sbofoXd, we mourn our time away — 
Why weep throu^ lifers contracted day, 
When fiaesh enjoymente find we may 

In ev'ry passing hour ? 
Say, ought we not with love and joy 
The fleeting moments still employ, 
And chase out all that could annoy 

From pleasure's rosy bower ? 



IX. 

When last we met, an idle band 
Of summer friends surrounded her, 

From which her worth could not command 
One single-hearted worshipper. 

To them she spake with accents bland, 
Yet passionless as sweet they were ; — 

To me she gave a stolen glance. 

Fraught with lovers fervid utterance ! 

Why should I wish me one of those 
Who secretly with- envy bum — 

Whose brightest hopes no bliss disclose — 
Whose hearts no sacred fire inum — 



Who listen where no feding flows— : ' ^* 

On whom heir' looks hi coldness torn f ' 
What though abont her path they mti/^^, 
Mine is her stolen glance of love f 



■ / 



X. 

Beautiful flower! 
Blooming in the bower 
Of love, so brightly, 
That I who turn 
To gaze upon thee, 

Must ever mourn 
My looking on thee — 
However lightly ! 

For by thy blushes— 

The heart's warmest gushes- 

I can discover 
Tliat I should cope 

Vainly with danger — 
There is no hop^ 

Left for the stranger — 
Thou hast a lover ! 



LYRICS. 



-.1 ■>"..■•:' •■' f ^■^^■ 
I 



Would oBi^my bpepm 
Thy.):ieiiiit;^ zaight bbsaom m .. r „ 

There would I treaaiire 
With truBBt Joy^ 

Thy countless graces, 
Nor ever rove 

From thy embraces — 
Thou pearl of pleasure ! 



XI. 

Where Tamar glides enamourM on 

To greet the crested tide, 
That ocean sends to woo and win 

His beauteous river-bride ; 
I heard a maid bewailing thus, 

Upon the shelving shore — 
^' Adieu ! adieu ! my sailor brave, 

Thoult never see me more ! 

'^ Discarded lovers came again, 
When thou wert seaward gone. 

To gain a heart that could be leal 
To one loved name alone ; 

b3 



10 LYRICS. 

And though I shnny M or slighted them, 

As oft I had before, 
To tear thee from my fondest hopes 

They tortured me the more ! 

" The wealthiest, the lordliest. 

The proudest of them all, 
Has now, alas ! my sire'^s consent 

To lead me in his thrall ; 
And I have none to shield me in 

This sudden strait and sore — 
Adieu ! adieu ! my sailor dear, 

Thoult never see me more ! ^^ 

She rushM into the rising flood, 

Just where the waters met. 
With a despairing agony 

I never shall forget ; 
And her laat wail was wafted from 

The surges to the shore — 
" Adieu ! adieu ! my sailor love, 

Thou'lt never see me more ! ^^ 



LYRICS. 11 



XII. 



Oh, I hae waited lang an* late 
To catch a glimpse o^ thee, lassie ! 

But fortune has na bless'd my gate — 
There's nae sio luck for me, lassie ! 

An\I hae gazed upo^ the light. 

Which frae thy casement shone, lassie ! 
Until its brightness stole my sight, 

An^ a^ my strength was gone, lassie ! 

An' then IVe leant agin the wa\ 
O'^ercome wi' wae an' pain, lass^ie ! 

An** when my fiaintness wore awa' 
IVe tum*d an** gazed again, lassie ! 



XIII. 



Joy ! thy smiles are sweet. 

But the smiles of Love are sweeter ; 
And Time ! thy wings are fleet. 

But the wings of Love are fleeter. 



12 LYRICS. 

Mirth ! thy heart is light, 

But the heart of Love is lighter ; 

And Wit ! thine eyes are bright, 
But the eyes of Love are brighter ! 

Truth ! thy Toice is clear, 

But the voice of Love is clearer ; 

And Hope ! thy dreams are dear, 
But the dreams of Love are dearer 1 



f/ 



XIV. 



If from this gloomy world'*s eternal care 

I might upbear thee to the realms above ; 
And, seeking out some blooming Eden there. 

Live in the glory of eternal love ; — 
Then mightest thou perchance conceive the strength- 

The endless course of my affection scan ; 
But should I here survive beyond the length 

Of other lives — ^nay thrice the life of man, — 
It would not, Mary, give me time to prove 

The lasting fervour of thy Minstrers love. 



I^TRICS. 13 

XV. 



}/ 



Some poets praise the violef s hue, 

And some the lilly's lightness ; 
^me Scotland's bells of bonny blue, 

And some the rose's biightness ; 
But, oh, give me the heath in bloom, 

That, on the wild moor growing, 
So sweetly scatters its perfume 

When wintry, winds are blowing ! 

Rich odours seeth the mignionette. 

And fill the young may-flower ; 
And there's a softer fragrance yet 

Breathes in the jessamine bower ; 
But, oh, give me the heath in bloom, 

Thai, on the wild moor growing. 
So sweetly scatters its perfume 

When wintry winds are blowing ! 
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XVI. 



Let Cynics and Simpletons swear if they will, 
That Friendship's a tale, and Love only a dreatn ; 

In spite of their dull philosophical skill, 

The force of affection shall still be my theme. 

The cold-hearted Stoic may calculate time, 

And reckon Love's powers by system and rule ; 

While his soul, never touched by the truly sublime. 
Still leaves him at leisure — ^to judge like a fool ! 

Let Pedants seek pleasure in classical lore, 
And Sages the maxims of nations improve ; — 

Give me, while their musty old books they explore, 
Fond Nature's philosophy — Friendship and Love ! 



XVII. 



Young Love, with laughing-beaming eyes, 
Once bade me make a sacrifice 
At Beauty's shrine ; but, wily elf. 
He kept the secret to himself, 
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Of where I might a fabric find 

In nature's happiest mood designed, 

The praying-place and price to be 

Of my fond heart's idolatry ! 

But. Fortune, for awhile my friend, 

Soon brought my doubtings to an end, 

And (heaven bless the blissful hoar 

In which affection s holy power 

I first conceived,) she brought me where 

I saw a form as passing fair 

As Angels in their brightness are — 

Nor fair alone, but pure and free ; 

Then, even in its jubilee 

Of joy, unseared by sorrow's smart, 

I offered up my beating heart ! 

And Love, his service proffering, 

Approved the living offering ; 

And, perfumed with a host of sighs, 

He sanctified the sacrifice ! 



XVIII. 



Break from yon clust'ring vine a bough. 
The fullest, fairest, let it be,-— 
Entwine it in a wreath for me. 
And place it on my brow ! 
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Bring me a crystal goblet, Boy, 

••■'{•.'■' • . .. ' ' 

Brimful of "wine, blood^red and bright { , 

To social bliss and joy ! 

And, when the ev'ning hour draws nigh, 
The tired sun sinking in the west, 
And twilight gives a double zest 
To woman's look and sigh ; — ; 

Bring me the maid with mirthful air. 
With syren voice and form divine. 
And eyes that shame this ruddy wine. 
And I will laugh at care ! 



XIX. 



'■ : i . 



.. !^ 



J ^ 
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Give me a garland of flow'rets gay, 

A green and a living wreath ; 
And deck me out as the Gods of May, 

Yon blossoming thorn beneath ; 
And give me my lyre, that I may sing 
The Pride of May and the Glory of Spring 1 
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Joy ! bring thy t&ooT-^ijcfve i ghi tliy fiife— 

Healtn I feicli ilie inspiring nom, 
And join viith tKe Shepherdess feylvan flute, 

To welcome the yonng May-mom ; 

And Fancy'^s bard, in the garb of Spring, 

I-, . ■ ■' . • 

Shall bl^hd his notes with your welcoming. 

The sun peeps over the mountain*s brow, 

And lightens the eastern sky, — 
Raise high the song of your praises now, 

On the inoming^s balmy sigh ; 
And pray the benevolent ruler of day 
To smile on the sports of his favourite May. 

Plant ye the pole in its parent earth, 

And hang it with garlands round ; 
And send up a shout of approving mirth. 

When the lofty tree is crown'd ; — 
Then chose the fairest that trip on the green, 
And fealty swear to your Virgin Queen. 

See ! in the beauty of youth arrayM, 

Terpsichore and her train. 
How lightly the gladsome dance they lead 

0'*er the flowery-teaming plain ; 
While the feather'd choir in the valley sing 
The Pride''of May and the Glory of Spring ! 
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XX. 

Believe me, Jeanie ! truly still 
I lo'e thee, an I ever will, 
Though bless'd wi' gude, or fEish'd wi' ill- 
Believe me, O my Jeanie ? 
O* pow'r an' wealth the rich may spier, 
An measure warth by warPs gear, 
I envy not their gowd, my dear, 

Syne I ha'e thee, my Jeanie ! 

Believe me, Jeanie ! time may speed, 
An change us for the waur indeed ; 
But o^ his power tak^ nae heed, 

I'll aye be thine, my Jeanie ! 
The lintwhite lo'es her native tree, 
Though sear'd an' bare wi** age it be. 
An' young, or auld, I'll still lo'e thee 

As tenderly, my Jeanie ! 
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XXI. 

I ENYT not the laurd'd brow, 
Nor him who wears a diadem^ 

Around whose throne whole naticms bow— 
Nor wisii a mine to purchase them. 

I envy not the thirsty soul 

Whose chaplet is a tendril vine — 

Whose pleasure is a sparkling bowl — 
Whose sole existence ruddy wine ! 

I wish not for a field of blood — 
I seek not for a thorny bed — 

I would not drown in Fortune's flood ; 
Nor revel with an aching head. 

For me let Love's fair trophies shine. 
Warming each moment with their rays- 

The joys of minstrelsy be mine — 

Crown me with myrtle and with bays ! 
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xsu, 

Eliza, Love ! for thy dear sake 

This spicy wine I sip ; 
But, though libations deep I take, 

The thirst of Love I cannot slake, 
Unless upon thy lip ! 

For not the sparkling juice alone 
Can cure me of my pain ; 

Nor can the harpy's enchanting tone 
Please me, unless some lovely one 
Awakes the dulcet strain ! 

But when I read in Woman's eye 
The language of her soul — 

And when I hear her heave a sigh, 
As o^er the chords her fingers fly, 
I love to quaff the bowl ! 

Then let thy smiles my board adorn. 
Thy lips my kisses prove. 

Thy music be to heaven borne. 
And I will revel here 'till mom 
Shall call me from my Love. 
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XXIII. 

Whoso lives in hope 

May with trouble cope ; 

Whoso Uvea ini fear 

Will uot triumph here i. 

Hope the bridge may win- 
Fear will tumble in. 

Whoso love bestows 

Nature'^s goodness knows ; 

Whoso nurtures hate 

Hath an evil fate : — 

Love existence gives — 
Hate destroying lives. 

Wherefore should we twain 

From delight abstain ? 

Hate his frown may hide — 

Fear we cast aside : — 

Joy alone should move 
Those who hope and love ! 
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XXIV. 

I LOVE to mark the scowling sky 

When clouds contending rive asunder, 

When whirlwinds paas me howling by, 

And lightnings gleam ^mid volley'd thunder. 

The scowling sky is like my brow. 

Where gath'ring frowns so darkly lower ; 

The riven clouds my pleasures show ; 

The whirlwinds mark my passion's power. 

The lightnings gleam — such were the rays 
Of joy I thought would never shun me ; 

But sorrows came, with growing days. 
Like volle3r'd thunders hurFd upon me. 



XXV. 



Mary's eyes of sparkling jet 
Love's bewitching thoughts beget ; 
Mary's shape is symmetry ; 
Mary'*s voice is melody ; 
Mary's lips of coral hue. 
Bathed in love's ambrosial dew. 



I 
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Give a soft, enchanting, grace 
To each beauty on her face ; 
Mary's raven ringlets flow 
Round a brow and neck of snow ; 
Mary's bosom heaves delight, 
But would nought unchaste invite ; 
And her wit, excell'd by none, 
Crowns the charm her eyes begun ! 



XXVI. 

It is not well — it is not wise — 
To sever thus timensanction'd ties : 
Not well — ^wherefore thy heart can tell 
Although with anger it may swell ; 
Not wise — ^because unfriendly eyes 
Behold, with joy beyond disguise, 

Thy look of almost hate, 

And mine disconsolate. 

Give me one smile—give me one tear- 
Though transient both, and insincere : 
One smile — resentment to beguile, 
If friends should sneer, or foes revile ; 
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One tear — to prove our love wa$ dear ; 

Then let the past be buried here, 
And let the fature be 
Barren «nd de^d to wit. - 






xxvn. 

In lovely Woman's fond caress 

There is a sweet — a magic power— ^ 
That turns e"'en hate to tenderness — 

A prison to a bower ! 
The keenest pang the heart can know-«- 

The darkest thought despair 
Serve only to enhance the glow 

Of lovely "Woman'^s fond caresses ! 

Oh give me then dear Woman's kiss^ 

And deem it not a wild delusion^ 
For I will taste the proffer d blias 

And revel in profusion ! — 
Heedless of lordly Honour'^s heir— 

Of him whose coffer Croesus blesses. 
So I may live, devoid of care, 

In lovely Woman's fond oaxesses ! 
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XXTIII. 

Flow on, sweet Tayy, gently Aow, 
In silent stream of crystal clearness. 

Reflecting mom and evening's glow, 
Bare contrast to the ocean^s dreariness. 

A stranger I, thy meads among, 

Whilst native rivers claim may lays, 

To thee address the votive song — 
To thee attune my mead of praise. 

Wild are the woods skirting the hills 

From whence thy rippling fountain flows, 

"^Till mingling with unnumher d rills. 
The widen'd river deeper grows. 

Green are the hanks thy waves divide ; 

Pleasant the course thy ehh pursues ; 
Tlie flow'rets fresh on either side, 

In fragrant odours — varied hues. 

Oh, may some spirit of the deep 
Fulfil the stranger's fond request ; 

Thy stream from turhid waters keep, 
Beyond all other rivers hlest. 

G 
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May wanton zephyrs sportive play- 
May lovers, only, stray beside thee— 

And may the tempest^s rude affray 

Pass harmless by, nor dare to chide thee. 



XXIX. 

Germ of life, that never faileth — 
Balm of bliss all grief that healeth — 
Bom of heaven — nurtur d by 
Deified infinity — 
Blossom of eternal beauty — 
Root of ev'ry moral duty — 
Fruit of life's immortal tree — 
Hail, religion ! — hail to thee ! 

Comest thou when joy abounds — 
Comest thou when sorrow wounds — 
Comest thou when death is nigh. 
Or on health'^s balsamic sigh — 
Comest thou in silent night. 
Clothed in beamy robes of light — 
Or at noontide — mom^-or even — 
"Welcome ! welcome ! child of heaven ! 
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XXX. 

Oh do not thus with cold disdain 
Thy prostrate lover spurn, 

But have compassion on his pain, 
And let thy love return ! 

It is not well to make the smart 
Of rage our loves outlive — 

Oh, do not then in anger part. 
But pity and forgive ! 



XXXI. 

Oh, sweet is the beam that speaketh 

Of love in a maiden's eye, 
And sweet is the breath that breaketh 

Away in a balmy sigh ; 
When her feeling heart believeth 

The vows of a favor d youth, 
As her lovely lip receiveth 

His pressure to seal its truth. 

c2 



28 LYRICS. 

And sweet is the bond that bindeth 

Affectionate hearts so close, 
That even affliction findeth 

Her powers their virtue lose ; 
For love delighteth to borrow 

New strength from surrounding ill, 
And all the assaults of sorrow 

Will find it the firmer still. 



7* 
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xxxn. 

Come, faithful Lyre, and raise a lay 
To suit my heart'^s full ecstasy, 

And hail anew the natal day 

Of her who 'woke thy minstrelsy : 

Of her who bade thy numbers flow. 
Ere fruitful fancy's reign began — 

Who gave each chord its warmest glow, 
Whilst love through ev'ry cadence ran. 

Shine brightly, thou unclouded sun. 
But with a beam as soft as clear, 

On her who has, I hope, begun 
Another peaceful, happy year. 
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Sing, blithely sing, ye songsters sweet, 
Who warble in the budding grove ; 

And her auspicious morning greet 
With notes of harmony and love. 

And thou, sweet Taw, serenely glide 

My lov'd Eliza's dwelling by ; 
Whilst o'er thy clear, unruffled tide 

The morning breathes a soften'd sigh. 

Chaste spirits of immortal birth. 

Invisible to human eye. 
Who kindly linger here on earth 

To watch o'er kindred purity : — 

Let a bright halo 'round her play — 

An amulet from all distress — 
And place a joy in ev'ry ray 

To light her life with happiness ! 
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XXXIII. 

Oh 'tis a bitter thing to be 
So near allied to poyeriy. 
That ey'ry working of the mind 
Must be to worldly gain.canfin'd 
Unceasingly ! 

Oh ! 'tis a painful thing to know 
Affection by its purest flow. 
And have some trouble in the soul, 
Searing and withering the whole 
Unsparingly ! 

Oh ! 'tis the keenest cuise on earth 
To have a spirit formed for mirth, 
A heart design'd for love, and yet 
To be by ev'ry ill beset 
Incessantly ! 

Those who are cold are Toid of care. 
Congenial coldness they can bear ; 
But those who feel as I feel now 
To partial fortune cannot bow 
Quiescently ! 
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Oh Lassie, dear ! I maun awa, 
The hugles to the battle ca', 
An' I must mingle wi' the fray 
Although it is our bridal day. 

But fear na, Lassie ! dinna fear, 
Wrang not our bridal wi** a tear, 
Nor damp my spirits wi' despair — 
We soon shall meet to part nae mair. 

For, if we win the victory, 
I'll share my laurels here wi' thee ; 
An^ if thy Donald should be slain 
He'll meet thee, love ! in heavn again. 

Then fear na, Lassie ! dinna fear, 
Wrang not our bridal wi' a tear; 
Nor damp my spirits wi* despair — 
We soon shall meet to part nae mair ! 
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32 lyrics; 

Eliza I wberew^er I go—, , . , ^^;, \;/ ^^, ,^^^.^ 
Whate'^er my musinga be — ^^ . . ^ ^^^; ^ , t . 

The only glow (rf bliss I kaoYf,,^: ,. ,. ^.^.^^ ^^,, 
Is while I thiiik on thee ! ^ .„ j ^^.^^ 

At night I wander out alone, 

The stars of heav'n to see ; 
Then fix upon the brightest one— 

And gaze — ^and think on thee ! 

And if 'till morning breaks I stray, . 

As nature smiles on me, 
The first pure ray of opening day 

Reminds me still — of thee !. 



XXXVI. 



When the heart, that with love is now glowing, 

In the cold grave is silently laid — 
When the harp, whose wild notes are now flowing, 

The last lay of its master has playM — 
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When the mind Btays its fancifnl dreaming, 

Nor reckons on pleasures to come — 
When the eyes whence affection is beaming 

Are raylesB and dark in the tomb — 
When he who these lines now addressing 

Has escap'd from this world and its woes-— 
Oh, mention his name with a blessing ; 

And, oh ! pray for his spirit'^s repose. 



XXXVII. 

How soft, how bright, 
To young lovers the light 
That so glowingly beams 

From the dear eyes they love, 
Like ethefeal streams 
Of delight from above — 
How soft ! — ^how bright ! 

Is it not sweet 
When two loving hearts meet, 
And are blended and glow 

As if both were but one ; 
Whilst their fond wishes flow 
For each other alone — 
Is it not sweet ? 
c 3 



34 LYWG8. 

Now thou art mine. 
And for ever I''m thine 
In the soft bonds of love 
And affection to live ; 
And the future shall prove 
The pure pleasures they give- 
Now thou art mine ! 



XXXVIII. 

The cruel world encompasseth 

To do me daily vnrong ; 
As though it would devote to death 

The harmless child of song — 
To whom fell slander s subtle breath 

Did never yet belong. 

The cruel world must work its will, 
And snare me in its toil ; 

For there is no escape until 
I quit this mortal coil : — 

My weary soul, from aft^r ill, 
God's mercy wiU assoil ! 
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XXXIX. 

Thou gentle breeze that 'mang the trees 

Sae wantonly art flying, 
A moment stay thine am'rous play, 

A moment stay thy sighing ; 
An , as I sing, thy balmy wing 

Rest on some bonny blossom. 
To hear the cares, the hopes an' fears. 

That mingle i' my bosom. 

Yestreen I stray' d adown the mead 

Where Plym's pure stream is flowing, 
To hear the thrush in hawthorn bush 

An see the flowrets growing ; 
The blowbells rare that blooming are. 

The daisy o' the mountain, 
An' wild red rose that sweetly grows 

An blushes o'er the fountain. 

I heard a sang the braes amang, 

A saft, a melting measure, 
An' as it thrill'd my heart it flU'd 

Wi** melody an' pleasure ; 
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Its tones sae ^i^eetyfoT'lieiiveA meet) ^ - ..•T 
Came floating^ oler the river, ■:■*■' 

An' fey-like stde up©' v^ -soul . : , i > . i 

An' bouiid niy love for ever- / : '< ^ 

But, oh ! the lass whase notes suipass . i '/ 

A** music short o' heaven, 
Is far aboon the simple loon h.. > 

Whase heart amaist is riven ; 
Yet still my love she may approve, : . -. 

My true affection cherish ; , s 

But gin her pride my vows deride, v. 

I maun sing dool — an"" perish I 



XL. 

Oh, ask it not ! you do not know 
The bitter pangs a poet feels ; 

You cannot guess th' extent of woe 
Til' horizon of his mind reveals : 

For sorrow's wounds are deepest where 

The warmest veins of feelings are ! 



The rarest «fei» of «i«iiaJ«3ghtu/;^ ^on - .n 

That mayapeet'B'&noy Id^i^' '^ "*> ' * 
Is often blasted by 1;he blight ^ - -^ • • • ' 

Of joy-despoiling irretchednesB -: ' ^ • ' 
And, haply so, the bard may sing 
While hie lorn soul is sorrowing ! 

Ask not his art, if you would have 
Your stream of life unbroken glide-— 

Unruffled by distraction^s wav^— . 
Unmingled with affliction's tide : 

Oh, ask it not ! — but leaye to me 

Th' extremes of mirth and misery ! 



XLI. 

Hail ! balm-bestowing Charity ! 

First of the heaven-bom : — 
Sanctity and sincerity 

Thy temple still adorn : — 
Communing with mortality 

The humble hut thou dost not seom : — 
Thou art in firm reality, 

" Friend of the friendless and forlorn." 
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With joy-induced aladrity, 

Supplying wani-^assmaging woe- 
To every haunt of misery 

Thy Sister Spirits smiling go : — 
Dispelling all despondency 

Their blessings they bestow, 
Like Angels in the ministry 

Of holiness below ! 



XLII. 

Thou bonny wee flower, 
The cauld blast is blowin' 
An' yet thou art growin' 

Unhurt by its power ! 

Thy scent is perfumin 

The tempest wi' sweetness, 
Which bridles its fleetness 

To see thee sae bloomin ! 

The sweets o' creation 
Are wither d around thee, 
Yet smilin' I found thee 

Amid desolation ! 
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Bright ofispring o' Gladness*— 
Sweet blue tinted blossom — 
There ! rest on my bosom. 

Like Hope upon Sadness ! 



XLIII. 

Ever smiling, ever gay, 
Hope ! resume thy wonted sway ; 
Let me feel thy pow*r again 
Glowing in my humble strain ; 
Sooth my spirit, cheer my soul, 
Disappointment's pangs controul ; 
Make my wounded feelings less — 
Save thy bard from ynretchedness ! 

Joy ! I ope my breast to thee, 
Oh, inspire my minstrelsy ; 1 
Bear me from dull care away, 
Whilst I tune to thee a lay, 
Bright and thrilling as thy beam — 
Pleasing as a poet's dream ; — 
Join with Hope my mujse to bless — 
Save thy bard from wretchedness ! 
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XLIV. 

Ip thou wert a Snow-drop,- and I were young Spring, 
I'd plant thee in Eden's fair garden, my loY*,' * 

Where birds that ne'er perish unceasingly sing, 
And flowers that fade not enamel the groTe;" • 

Preserv'd by thy lover thy charms fifcould ne'er die, 

But flourish and smile in the balm of hi^ sigh't^ ' 

If thou wert a Sunflower, lovely and bri^t. 

And I were the Sun, with what joy would I beam 

On each golden leaf, with a glow of delight, ' 

'Till from thee reflected that brightness would stream 

Upon Nature, and steal her fond worship from me, 

To form adoration and praises for thee ! 

If thou wert a Primrose upon the bum side. 
And I were a Butterfly flitting so gay, 

I would cover thy charms with my pinions of pride. 
Their softness to shield from the sun's scorching ray ; 

Then steal from thy petals each germ of perfume. 

And fade with thy fragrance and die with thy bloom ! 



• r .■• '/ 
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XL VI. 



Oh ! let me kiss awa' the tear 

That trembles i' thine e'e, sweet lassie \ 
Repress thy sighs, an calm thy fear, 

An' tell thy grief to me, sweet lassie ! 






-.*. 



XLV. 

I Dii^. AG^ thinks when I became . ; 

T}i^.trwti9g creature of thy will» 
That^th^i,! CjOttkbt be so void of shame— 
,;/Sp,wlueIe88 — 80 lost! Until 
From; ^|uiie own lips conviction feUj 
I dreamt not, even, there could dwell 

So much deceit in one so fair. 
,,P ]Buji;,;%ren, broken is the spell ; — 
And now thou neither canst compel 
,,;. Me .fl^r allure. The ambient air 
Ha^not a denizen more free 
Than he who was a slave to thee ! 
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I ha'e a soul to feel ^S&j 

I ha'e a bosom to befriend thee ;. ■ '\ 
An' oh ! a trusty heart I ha'e 

To guide an arm thai will defeftdiheitf ! 

Securely rest thy faith on me ; 

Fear not — ^teU a', my bonny stranger ; 
If sorrows — I will weep wi' thee ! 

If wrangs — I will be thine avenger ! 



XLVII. 

Beautiful Sylph ! 
Whither, oh ! whither 

Wanderest thou ? 
Oh spirit me thither, 
Or speed to me hither 

With joy on thy brow ; 
For day is all darkness, 

And night all despair, 
In the land of thy worship 

When thou art not there- 
Beautiful Sylph ! 
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Beautiiiil SylglL ! 
Pining, dedining, 

listless, alone, 
When lore is entwining, 
And bliss- is enshrining 

All hearts but his own, 
Thy lover doth languish 

And droop to decay, 
In the land of thy worship 

Whilst thou art away — 
Beautiful Sylph ! 
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I SAW a sun-beam on the sea 
Dancing so light and merrily. 
As if its rays were made to laye 
And glitter on the summer ware 

Brightly for ever ! 
I saw a rose-bud in its bloom 
Scenting the air with rich perfume. 
And then, methought, a flow'r so fair 
Must always flourish sweetly there, 

And perish never ! 
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A tempest came, the sun-beam fled — 
Cold winter found the rose-bud dead ; 
And then I thought me — love and joy 
Should ev'ry hour of life employ, 

Ere de^th can sever y - « . » 

Our beings from each pri^d dejiigljity ^ 
And with eternal shades of nigbli,. .. , 
O'ercast those dreams of happineiss^ f i. ■ 
Our sighing souls would £e^ pp^^^s {;, /j 

When lost for ever ! ' 



XLIX. 

Is there a feeling conveys 

Despair through eveiy sense, - 

And worse than real woe can ntise i , 
It is suspense ! 

Is there a thought on which we dwell. 

'Till horror grows intense ? — 
Is there a pang partakes of hell ? 
Tis in suspense ! 
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L. 

O'er Manhood's path, with beamings bright, 

Three^ 0^ of pleasure shine, 
And equal lustre marks the light 

Of Music, Love, and Wine ; 
With just such joy the cup is sought, 

Or sung the varied lay. 
As when o'er realms of changeful thought 

Love holds uncertain sway ! 

But pour not out for Womankind 

The wine however bright ; 
Its mad'ning draught was ne'er designM 

To sully their delight. 
Enough for them that magic song 

In beauty's bow'r abides. 
The love they cherish can belong 

To nought of bliss besides ! 
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LI. 



Time was, when I elated wore 
A sprig of myrtle on my breast. 

With buds and blossoms studded o'er, 
And called it young affection^s crest ; 

For then my heart was gay, and lights 

And love was eyer smiling bright. 

Time changes !-— on my breast I wear. 
And 'twine around my clouded brow, 

As emblematic of despair, 

The sadly-drooping cypress now ; 

For sorrow in my bosom found 

Young love, and him in- tears she droMniM. 



LII. 

CoMus and Vitula come. 
And cheer the humble Minstrel's home ; 
And let his hospitable hearth, 
Enliven'd be by sportive mirth ; 
That he may wear each hour away 
With laughter loud, and frolic gay. 
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Be never in my cottage seen 
A sunken eye, or frowning mien — 
No heart of hate, no brow of pride. 
Should circle roimd my fire side ; 
But though I have no room for care, 
I have for pleasure— and to spare. 

Should rosy Bacchus and his train 
Come reeling o'er the favour d plain. 
With ivy crown'd, and cups of gold 
That Ufe-fraught wine or nectar hold ; 
Though loud their carol — high their din — 
Stand all apart and let them in. 

And when yoimg Love, with heart elate. 
Comes tripping to my wicker gate. 
Attended by his brother, Joy, 
And Wit — the dear diverting boy — 
With cheerful hands the fire trim. 
And lift the latch to welcome him ! 
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LIU. 

Whbn the heart is sadden'd 

With successive woes ; 
When the brain is madden'd 

With convulsive throes ; 
When death's voice, astounding, 

Bids the heart strings burst- 
Mortal, cease thy wounding. 

Thou hast done thy worst. 



LIV. 



My Bessy, love, by all above 

Yon brilliant summer's sun, I swear, 
That but for thee my life would be 

A changeless scene of gloomy care ; 
Nor pleasures glow, nor bliss bestow 

Love's ardent raptures any where. 
Nor peace, nor rest, would soothe my breast — 

If Bessy were not pillow'd there. 
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Tis true, dear maid, my vows were paid 

To many ere I met with thee ; 
But thou, my gem, hast cancelled them. 

And from their fetters set me free ; 
Yet slily wove a chain of love 

Which now so closely circles me. 
That deeper I am doom'd to sigh 

In love's bewitching slavery ! 



LV. 



If thou could'st read the troubled page 

In my unhappy breast. 
The passions there that fiercely rage. 

And rob me of my rest ; 
If thou could'st learn the load of care 

Around my heart that hangs — 
My wilder'd thoughts — my wild despair — 

And sorrow's gnawing pangs ; 
Then, maiden, thou would'st spare a sigh, 

And drop a tear with me. 
To mingle with the agony 

That keener capnot be ! 

D 
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LVI. 



I DREAMY we were floating above this doU^^obe, 
In a world with delight overflowing, 

That thou wert an angel and I the bright robe 
In the warmth of thy happiness glowic^ ; 

But wildly I wasted my treasure of blio^-^ 

I clasp'd thee too close, and dissolVd in the kiss ! 

In a halo of tears I hung round thee still, 

And in silence awaited myv sentence, 
'Till chang'd to a star by thy bountiful will 
Were the quivering drops of repentance ; 
And then I was placed on thy beautifdl brow- 
That dream, fills my soul with elysium now ! 



LVII. 



This little lock of sunny hair ] 

Around my neck suspended, 
Maria gave, when in despair 

Our early hopes were ended, — 
When, veiling her averted face 

To hide her tears the better. 
She struggled from my last embrace,-— 

But bade me ne'er forget her ! 
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Since then a wretched father's will 

To titled sorrow gave her ; — 
I heard th' approaching curse, but still 

Too late, alas ! to save her ; 
And though the buds of youthful bliss 

Thus ruggedly were broken, 
I cannot-^will not— part with this 

Simple yet precious token ! ^ 



LVIII. 

Joy I fiirewell to thy beaming-^^ 
Pleasure ! farewell to thy flow — 

Hope ! farewell to thy dreaming — 
And, Love ! farewell to thy glow ! 

Friendship ! oh, thou art deceiving- 
Beauty ! thy brightness is gone — 

Rapture ! thou endest in grieving-r 
Bliss ! tho\i art lost soon as won ! 

But, Woe J there's truth in thy weeping 
Congenial and sacred to me ; — 

Take, then, the heart to thy keeping 
"WTiose griefe have matured it for thee. 

D 2 
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LIX. 

Great Universal Architect ! 
Our labours aid, our plans direct, 
Until delighted we complete 

This monument of art ; 
Where Maaons may securely meet. 
And mysteries impart. 

Let Science here her sway extend, 
And Genius ev'ry power lend, 

And Knowledge, Truth, and Purity, 

Inspire our skilful band ; 
While Faith, and Hope, and Ohaxity, 
Support us hand in hand. 

Hence, horrid Strife ! — Mad Discord, hence ! 
Ye must not dare offend the sense, 
Where Peace and Love united dwell, 

Blessing their sacred home ; 
And Masonry her magic spell 
H^fi flung around the dome. 
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LX. 

Breathe, oh ! breathe 
On this flowery wreath, 
And its freshness shall live, 

And its beanty will thrive ; 
For the sigh thou canst give 

Will preserve it alive 
For ever ! 

For thy breath 
Bears a charm against death ; 
And the pinions of day 

Enchain'd by thy sweetness, 
At thy bidding will stay, 

And give np their fleetness 
For thee, love ! 

Oh, what bliss ! 
Thus to hang on thy kiss. 
And to mingle my sighs 

With those breathings of thine, 
And to bask in those eyes 

As they gaze upon mine. 
So fondly ! 
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LXI. 

Would that I loved thee less, for then 

I should unmoved behold 
Thy coquetries with other men, 

And leave the tale untold 
That I do love to any. 
Would thou wert wedded, for therein 

Were less of risk to me ; 
If loving one man s love be sin, 

How wicked it must be 
To love the loved of many ? 

Would that I had no cause to doubt 

Thy feigned fidelity ; 
Would I could shut thy graces out 

From doting memory — 

As, from love's shrine, a sinner ; 
Would that my suit thou would'st dismiss—^ 

My protestations spurn ; 
That, undeceived by smile or kiss. 

Despairing I might turn — 

Rush home, and— eat my dinner ! 



LYRICS. 55 



LXII. 

It was not thine unrivall'd wit, 
Though Genius consecrated it, 
Nor beauty by perfection Ut, 

Nor youth combined, — 
It was thy spirit, passionless 
And pure, hiding the high excess 
And lustre of thy loveliness, 

That charm'd my mind ! 

For wit makes foes of firmest Mends- 
Beauty but for a time transcends, 
And then is lost ; but virtue lends 

To age and youth, 
An endless grace, that faileth not 
To brighten life's uncertain lot— - 
To light the palace and the cot 

With love and truth ! 
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Lxni. 

-*-■■•■»'' "' ," 

FRTBNbsHiP, let ^7 feitb imiMfft 
All its poweift to my heaii ; ■' 
Let my kindred epirit share 
E<|iial pleasnie, equal caie, 
Titled honours — ridies— fiaime. 
Or nnsfortmie, want, or aliame, 
With the friends I find to l)e 
Worthy of fraternity ! ' 



Few are they who truly feel 

All the force thy laws reveal ; 

Few that firmly cleave to thee. 

Changeless in adversity ; — 

Yet amoi^ that faithfdl few, 

One there is, well tried, and %ttie ; = 

High his name on Friendship's roR,-^-" 

The friend and brother <rf my soull" > - * 

■ • ■'' ■ .,.r^7^v 

.'• ■ : . .i; - A 



I. 
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LXIV. 

Eliza ! the fond, the affectionate heart. 

Which thy yiitues have bound to thee, 
Is quivering under affliction 8 snuurt. 

Like the leaf of an aspen tree ; 
And the spirit that smil'd at the sternest frown, 

That hung on the haughtiest brow, 
By the hand of misfortune is stricken down 

To the level it spum'd at now ! 



LXV. 

Welcome, dawn of summer s day ; 
Youthful, verdant, balmy May ! — 
Sunny fields and shady bowers — 
Spangled meads and fragrant flowers 
Crystal fountains — limpid streams, 
Where the sun of Nature beams, 
As the sigh of morn reposes 
Softly on its bed of roses ! 
Welcome, scenes of warm delight 1 
Welcome, eyes with rapture bright !- 

d3 
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Maidens' sighs, and lovers' vows — 
Fluttering hearts and open brows ! 
Welcome to all that's young and gay, 
Who hail the balmy mom of May ! 



LXVI. 

Oh ! soft be thy pillow, fair daughter of Devon, 
Enshrined be thy slumbers in visions of bliss ; 

Thy spirit, entranced, taste the blessings of Heaven, 
And dream of that bright world though breathing 
in this. 

While cheerless and weary, through darkness and 
danger. 
His path the wild ocean-wave crested with foam. 
Thy lover, to peace and to pleasure a stranger, 

Weeps o'er the rude billows that bear him from 
home. 

Sleep on, dear Eliza, and still let each morrow 
That follows the slumber of innocence wear 

A smile that may heal eVry semblance of sorrow — 
Be joy thy companion — ^though mine be despair ! 
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LXVII. 



Home! home! 
To thy fairy grot come. 
My beautiful gnome ; 

Thy task be complete, 
Thy wanderings over — 

Haste, truant, to meet 
Thy languishing lover — 
Haste home ! 

I feel 
A feunt tremor reveal 
Why thou would'^st conceal ; — 

I know thou art near. 
And fondly implore thee — 

Appear, oh, appear ! 
While thus to adore thee 
I kneel ! 

Ah, why 
With a faltering sigh 
My raptures deny ? 

Why hide finom the arms 
That fain would enfold thee ? — 
Why veil'd are thy charms ? 
Oh, let me behold thee — 
Or die I 
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LXYIII. 

Though distance may sever 

Thy lover from thee, 
Yet, dearest, he never 

Will false-hearted be ; 
The poor widowed plover 

May cease to bewail. 
But the faith of thy lover 

It never will fail ! 

Then yield not to sorrow 

A sigh, or a tear. 
But mnse on the morrow 

That soon wiU appear, 
When unscath'd by danger 

Of battle or blast. 
The wandering stranger 

Will wed thee at last ! 
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LXIX. 

They say, EUza, I am grown 

So worthless of thy love and thee, 

That thou shonld'st instantly disown 
Such monstrous infidelity ! 

They say, each tributary verse 
That to thy virtues I have paid, 

With feigned emotion I tehearse 
To every fond believing maid ! 

They say — ^but 'tis in vain to tell 

Each tale the 'rancorous tongue invents ; 

Besides, I know the source full well 
Of all their pettish discontents ; 

And this it is, — the gossips fain 

"Would have me pay my court to them^ 

But, dearest, as I would not stain 
My honour for a diadem, 
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So do I, reckless of my fate, 

Scan o'er their beauties with a sneer, 

And raise their unrelenting hate, 
By bein^ faithful and sincere ! 

1 have not broken honour's laws — 
I have not faithless been to thee ; 

And they condemn me but because 
I am not what they^d haye me be ! 

For, mark me, love, — ^it is not those 
Who like thyself are fiBiir and good, 

From whom the stream of falsehood flows — 
A powerless though poison'd flood ; — 

Tis from the canker'd heart that swells 
With joy-destroying jealousy — 

'Tis from the breast where envy dwells, 
Th' envenom'd spleen approaches me. 

And I might turn their hate aside. 

And win their praise who now decry me. 

If I could only crush my pride. 
And flatter those who vilify me ! 
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LXX. 

Beauty and Youth they say 

Are but like a blooming flower. 
That opens with opening day. 

To die at its closing hour ; 
And Love is lighter still — 

A transport that sweetly pleases — 
But just like a Zephyr's thrill 

We feel it, and lo ! — it ceases ! 

And if the sage be right '' 

In the madm he divineth, 
O why should we shun the light 

Of our loves while yet it shineth ? — 
Why leave life's only joys 

When the mom of youth is ours ? — 
Why wait 'till Time destroys 

The freshness of Beauty's flowers ? 
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LXXI. 

The smother'd sigh, the silent tear, 

The pouting lip of tenderness. 
Show lovers' sorrow — woman's fear — 

But not the fulness of distress. 
The hectic glow on pallid cheeks — 

The feverM brow — ^the sunken eye — 
The quiy'ring lip, such woe bespeaks 

As marks the depth of misery ! 



LXXII. 



Be still awhile, thou brawling wind, 
To list'ning lovers so unkind — 
Be still awhile, that I may catch 
The gentle lifting of the latch, 
That tells my heart how cautiously 
My love is stealing out to me. 

But, when encircled in my plaid. 
From storm and stour I shield the maid, 
Blow as if ocean, earth, and sky 
Were formed thy rage to gratify ; 
For then, to vows of love confin'd, 
We heed thee not, thou brawling wind ! 
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Lxxin. 

Dear Jean^ when dimpling forth I see 

Joy's ruddy smile your face adorn, 
I think on those bright days when we 

Together stray'd ; when eve and mom 
Receiv'4 onr greetings of delight — 

When Hope's wild fancies beam'd around- 
And Love, with upward-glancing flight, 

Spum'd mortal chain, and earthly bound ! 

And when I hear you breathe the sigh — 

That grief and bliss discovers — 
It 'minds me, Jean, when you and I 

Were parted — opining — woe- worn lovers ; 
When Hope, with features pale and lorn. 

In sable garb conceal'd her charms ; 
And Love of his gay pinions shorn 

Lay weeping in his mother's arms ! 
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LXXIV. 

Hark i — ^'tis the skylark's carollmgs ( 
'Mid heaven, pois'd on steady wings, 

He soars and sings : 
High o'er his dew-bespangled dwelling, 
In thrilling notes, now soft now swelling. 
His rapture to creation telling . 

In songs of joy. 
His god yon glowing son above—- 
His paradise the flow'ry grove— 

His business love : 
No care his little heart oppressing, 
He needs no other earthly blessing. 
Whilst love's life-cheering bliss possessing, 

Without alloy. 



LXXV. 

Pleasure to her rosy bowers 

Oft allures us 

And assures us. 
All her blooming fruits and flowers, 
To eternity are ours. 
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Yielding to her fascination 

We pass over, 

And discover, 
To our sorrow and vexation- 
Pleasure leads to desolation ! 



LXXVI. 

A CURSE upon the brooding cares that bind, 
In worldly shackles, my aspiring mind ; 
Well may I curse them, for their bane o'er me 
Hangs, like a bursting cloud, most heavily. 
And almost drowns the dreamings of a will 
That clipp'd and pinion'd would be soaring still. 
My eager spirit would all bound defy. 
Save space immeasurable ; I would fly 
With wings unwearied from pole to pole- 
Through seas of glowing aether sweep along. 
Among the worlds of light 'mid heaVn that roll — 

And paint creation's vastness in a song 
Of lofty, swelling, praise. But I am tied 

To worldliness, with worldlings I must cope, 
And yield to schemes of gain this heart of prid 
Crush'd by the pangs of disappointed hope ! 
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J-XXVII. 

I DRBAJCT my love was the Lady of Night, 

And I was the Lord of Day ; 
And her lovely &ce reflected the light, 
That amorous shone from my brow so bright ; 
When earth interrupted onr fond delight, 

And stole her sweet glances away ! 

I dreamt my love was a Fairy-queen, 

And a Prince of Elfins I ; 
And we lived in a lovely spot, between 
The pure azure sky and the earth so greep ; 
But &te destroy d the ethereal scene 

Ere known to a mortal eye ! 

I dreamt my love was a bright rain-bow, 

In a showery summer's day ; 
And a sun-beam I, of the warmest glow ; 
! how wantonly we did play ! 
For I glanced on each drop. 

As it fell from above. 
And lit them all up 

With the colours of love ! 
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LXXX. 



'Tis said when sober Hymen binds 
Those who have fondly lov'd before, 

That 09^ with secret sorrow finds 
Their raptures are no more— 



That joy but in perspective lie« 
That faith is but an idle theme — 

That pleasure with possession dies— 
That loTB is but a dream ! 

I do admit it may be so 
With hearts of infidelity — 

With fickle minds — but well I know 
It is not so with me. 

Unchang'd I gaze upon that face, 
Which ere we wedded I adored— 

Unchang'd the bosom I embrace 
Tliat own'd me for its lord !j^* 

Unchang'd I read each early vow 
I made resolving to fulfil ; 

And though I am thy husband now, 
I am thy lover still ! 
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LXXXI. 

There is a look divinely sweet. 
When lovers* eyes in converse meet, 
And all those soft endearments tell 
Their lips could ne'er recount so well. 

There is a look of keen distress — 
A lingering gaze of eagerness — 
Which weeping lovers mingle, when 
They sever ne'er to meet again. 

That first fond look of love T met. 
And feasted on its warmth, ere yet 
The bloom of true affection fell 
Beneath affliction's blighting speU. 

And, oh ! that other piercing glance — 
The drooping soul's last utterance — 
I know, alas ! and on my brow 
I bear its sad remembrance now. 
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LXXXII. 

Wherefore should I repine 
That pleasure is not mine 

As it was wont to he ? 
For each delight we get, 
In pain or in regret, 

We pay the penalty ! 

Wherefore should I rejoice 
In pleasure's parting voice — 

What should I win thereby ? 
Though bliss abound no more. 
Care comes, as heretofore. 

And in his bonds we lie ! 

Therefore will I essay 
To mete, as best I may. 

Whatever course shall run ; 
Come pleasure, if it will — 
Come woe, and welcome still — 

I will nor seek nor shun ! 



E 
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LXXXIII. 

A LIVING fire 
Art thou, O Freedom ! though thy softs' (Expire, 
And mingle their remains with servile dnst^ 
Thy spirit fails not, but the great and jiidt — 
The best of nature's noble workmanship- 
Retain thy hallowed flame, and from the Up 
Of godlike "Virtue comes a breath that fans 
The spark, until its vigour beams through man's 
Soul-speaking eyes, and eloquently shows 
Wliat bums within ! 



, / 
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Oh, the moon was glowing 

Brightly above. 
As if overflowing 

"With light and love, 
"WTien, Mary, I stray'd 
Through that favourite glade 
"Where our vows of afi^ection and faith were made ; 
"Whilst the star of morning, 

"With wavering ray. 
Gave tremulous warning 

Of opening day. 
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And I thought me then, — when the ruddy streak 
Of the rising sun shall begin to break » 
That glimmering star 
Will dissolve away 
Before the bright car 
Of the Lord of day ; 
But the moon more glorious still will grow 
And looks of more heavenly lustre throw. 

But day-light came, 

And the lovely moon 
Was lost in the flame 

Of its fierceness soon ; 
And that star was gone — 
And the sun of heaven was there alone ! 

Oh, bliss ! I cried, thus ever be 

The strength of my Mary's love for me, 

As lasting and pure as mine ; 
For I thought that beautiful moon, so clear. 

Was thyself, my dear. 
And I was the star whose beamings were borne 
On the ruddy brow of the rising mom ! 
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LXXXV. 



■■/ 



When last on the flower-fringed margin we' met 

Of the beautiful mountain-bbm Dart, 
And the vow of devotion I ne'er shaH forget 

Promis'd endless delight to my heart ; 
When the earth teem'd with joy, and the heavens above 

Seem'd the bHss they illumin'd to share, — 
Ah, litue thought I such a day-dream of love 

Would dissolve in a night of despair i 

I thought thee as faultless in mind as I knew 

Thou wert matchless in feminine grace ; 
And my love to a reckless idolatry grew, 

Which not even my wrongs can eflPace. 
And whilst to another is plighted thy faith — 

By another thy beauties possest— 
Bewailing thy falsehood, I linger till death 

Bears my soul to the regions of rest ! 
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LXXXVI. 

There was darkness o'er the hearts 
Of the long devoted few, 
Wheij Reichstadt raised his dying voice 
To breathe a last adieu ! 
When the hope no longer beamed 
Of a bright futurity, 
Wherein councils cold might check no more 
A princely chivalry ! 
And they thought upon the past — 
Of the radiant glory shed — 
When the eagle-plumed Napoleon 
A host of heroes led ! 

" To my own loved native land — 
The land of my Father's fame — 
I turn to France in my dying hour 
With blessings on her name ! 
With the oft repeated prayer 
For the noble — for the brave— 
For the home in which I hoped to win 
A sceptre— or a grave ! — 
And though with her sacred soil 
I must never mingle more, 
Oh ! give me — for my winding sheet — 
Her gallant tricolor /" 
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LXXXVII. 

Bacchus, rosy god of wine ! — 

TVine the strength of youth restoring— 
Let thy crystal-cup be mine; 

Now that Pan his wood-notes pouring. 
And young Zephyr, gently swelling, 
Wanton round my leafy dwelling — 

Give me of the draught divine ! 

"Venus, smiling queen of love ! — 
Love that ev'ry bliss composes — 

Let the wreath thy maidens wove 

Be mine — the blooming wreath of roses ; 

And whilst beauty, with a blessing, 

Yields her to my fond caressing-— 
Let me all thy bounty prove ! 

Ruler of the festive treat ! — 
This to thee ! — ^the cup of duty ; 

Giver of its nectar-sweet ! — 

I pledge thee on the lip of beauty ; — 

Wine ray veins with vigour filling — 

Love in each pulsation thrilling — 
I can now with care compete ! 
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LXXXVIII. 

Speed on, thou dull old lingerer ! 
Time ! Time ! speed on ; nor thus defer 
The joy-en wreathed hours that wait 
Impatient of thy " tardy gait." 
Were there some ill in store for me, 
Thou would'st not half so sluggish be. 

Speed on, grey-pated monitor. 
As thou wert wont to do, before 
Eliza left me here to mourn 
Tlie distant day of love's return. 
Strong be thy pinions— swift thy flight- 
Till parted lovers re-unite ! 



LXXXIX. 



" Adieu, CoroUan ! — fare thee well ! 

Stem fate decrees that we must part — 
That we must break the growing spell 

That binds to each the other'^s heart." 
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The tear that trembled in her eye . 

Upon her heaving bosom fell, 
And seem'd to mingle /with the sigh 

That murmur'd once again-- farewell! 

I'll ne'er forget that tear, dear maid— 
m ne''er forget that sigh — -that swell— 

That melting tone with which you said — 
" Adieu, Corollan ! — fare ttee well 1'^ " 



• 1 1 

Year after passing year may roll, 
And aye of deeper sorrows tell ; 

But mem'ry to CoroUans soul 

Will still repeat that last farewell ! 



■ y 
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X04 

' ''• . ' ' 

Enjoyment is a dreamy thought, 

That fickle fancy weaves by day ; 
It seems with real substance fraught, 

But withers in the grasp away ! 
Just like yon regal rainbow's gleam, 

That based upon the hill appears, — 
We rush to seize the splendid beam, 

And find it — melted all to tears ! 
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Xd. 

When fays and fairies sportive play, 

And elfins flit on wizard wing, 
Or dance a merry roundelay 

To music fairy minstrels sing, 
My fancy leads me to the cells 
Where gladsome pleasure ever dwells — 

Where elfin-sprites and sylphids pay 
To Oberon their court. 

Who softly holds his princely sway, 
And lauds the mirthful sport. 

And then I join the tiny train. 

In airy form, so light. 
And with my fairy-queen remain. 
To plead my love — to lull my pain — 
Or listen, to her magic strain 

Throughout the joyous night ! 
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XCII. 

Oh, sully not with care-drawn sighs 
Enjoyment's crowning cup to-night ; 

But let each respiration rise 

In heart-bom breathings of delight ; 

And social pleasure only be 

Partaken of our jollity. 

Whilst life's uncertain flowers bloom, 

Oh ! blight them not with sorrow's sigh- 
To-day existence they perfume, 

But on the morrow they may die ; 
Then still let social pleasure be 
Sole sharer of our revelry. 

Swell high the song — let joy abound — 
Whilst thus from beauty's beaming eyes 

Such looks of feeling flash, around 
As pure delight alone supplies ; 

Tliat social pleasure still may be 

The god of our festivity. 
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XCIII. 

Who would arrest the wayward flight 

Of roving fancy ? — Who controul 
Those innate feelings that excite 
The fervour of the soul ? 

The struggling limbs may be confinM 

By the foul badge of slavery ; 
But the unchain d, unconquer'd mind 
Eternally is free ! 

Come then, ye visions that attend 

My rest at night, my steps by day. 
Subservient to your will I bend, 
Nor wish ye once away ! 
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xciv. 



Flower of spring ! though bards have sung 
Thy praises oft, my lyre is strttng, ■ ^ i • » ' 
My heart is light, my mind H^ee--^ » > 
And I will also wdsccme thee If- - ? : ' ^' 



'i; 



/■/ 



•< . 



' / 



} ' 



Flower of luring ! the brightest gem 
That decks a monarches cHadem,' 
Cannot o'ercast thy purity — 
And therefcwre do I welcome thee ! 

Flower of spring ! thy soft p^rfame^ 
Humble bed, and innocent bloom, 
Breathe all of innate modesty— 
And therefore do I welcome thee ! 



Flower of spring ! in summer^s glow 
With brighter tints though thousands' grow 
On hill or dale, yet prized by nie 
Above them all, I welcome thee ! '' 

Flower of spring ! though bards have sung 
Thy praises oft, my lyre is strung. 
My heart is light, my mind is free — 
Sweet Primrose, thus to welcome thee ! 
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xcv. 

Drink to " the Lady of my Love *' — 
The beautiftil— the young — 

Whose merit soars all praise above, 
Although before unsung ; — 

Whose favour far exceeds the price 

Of the heart's boundless sacrifice. 

Ask not her nation, rank, or name. 
For whom your bumpers flow — 

Or when her lover I became — 
Or why continue so ; — 

Enough for those who drink to her, 

That I am still her worshipper. 

The fairest realms are realms unknown 
The richest gems unbought — 

The rarest pleasures, all will own. 
Are those in secret sought ; — 

Then question not, nor disapprove, 

But drink — " the Lady of my Love !" 
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xcvi. 

" The harp ! the harp ! — ^go take the harp, 

And try a martial strain, 
Though pouting Love should disapprove, 

And call the effort vain : 
Enough hast thou around thy brow 

Of amorous honors twined — 
Thy harp's deep tone was not alone 

For love-sick lays -designed ! " 

The bard essay'd, his fingers stray'd 

The silver strings among, — 
For famed was he for bravery 

As bountiful of song ; 
But though to prove his skill he strove, 

Discordant 'rose the clang, 
Until the strain he chang'd again, 

And Love's new triumph sang ! 
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XCVII. 

Oh, J love thee, dear land of my fathers, and mine, 
Where the virtues and graces resplendently shine ; 
For thy sons they are brave, as thy daughters are fair, 
And I challenge the whole world with thee to compare — 

Sea-girted Albin ! 

So calmly and clearly thy rivers are gliding ; 
Thy towering hills the high clouds are dividing ; 
These how fondly I love ! — and thy meadows, and 

glades. 
And thy deep valleys dress'd in the mellowest shades — 

Ever-green Albin ! 

I love dearly thy woods, when the soft western breeze 
Plays among the fresh leaves of the firm-rooted trees ; 
And I love the blue waters that flow on thy strand, 
And the bold rocks that bind to the world thy dear 
land — 

Unshaken Albin ! 

Whilst the sun on thy beauties shall glowingly shine. 
All thy joys and thy sorrows alike will be mine ; 
I have known thee in glory, my country, and swear, 
Should danger assail thee, thy foemen to dare — 

Die for thee, Albin ! 
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Ere yet my early days were gone, 7 
Bright Fancy daimM me for her own, ,, 

Young, firoward child ; ^ 

And smiling vow'd that I sbould b^ 
One of her tuneful progeny — 

Her minstrels wild. 

• T" 
A Ijrre she gave, and bade me sweep 
Its strings to numbers soft or deep, 
As joy or thrall 
The notes might call : 
And thus I sing. 
And thus I fling 
My fingers o'er each trembling string ; — 
Now with notes of sorrow swelling— r, 
Now fond lovers* raptures telling— ,, 
Now a dream 

Of madness filling — 
Or a theme 

Of gladness thrilling. 
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And oft, when all the world are sleeping, 
Am I a sacred vigil keeping. 

In grot or dell, 
^ Or silent cell — 

On desert, moor, or mountain — 

Or far below, 

Beside the flow 
Of some ilekr gushing fountain. 

And there I stray- 
Till break of day. 
Communing with my lyre — 

Teaching its strings 

The whisperings 
That wayward thoughts inspire. 



xcix. 

Oh, raise a rapture-breathing strain, 
•Whilst from the firequent flask we drain 

This rare and racy wine ; 
And I will tell ye wherefore thus 
The sparkling juice inciteth us 

To minstrelsy divine. 
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When first, with Spring, the tendrils spread, 
And leafy verdure blooms, o'erhead 

The feather d warblers sing ; 
And, hidden among growing fruit, 
The glowing summer they salute 

With gladsome carolling ! 

Autumn arrived, the generous vine 
Gives up her grapes, and whilst the wine 

Runs reeking from the press, 
The merry vinter-train advance. 
And mingle with the mazy dance, 

Their songs of joyousness ! 

And now that Winter's blasts abound. 
Fettering all that 's fair around — 

The fragile and the strong — 
Ought not this life-restoring juice 
Our happy spirits to infuse 

With minstrelsy and song ? 
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A BUMPER we drank in the days of the King, 

To loyalty, duty, and lasting devotion ; 
And never did subjects more trustingly cling 

To their Sire, than did we to our Chief of the Ocean ! 
He's gone, aye, God bless him ! he's gone from us now, 

Where the heart's warmest wishes will fail to o'ertake 
him — 
Where a bright crown of glory will beam on his brow — 

And the spirit of holiness will not forsake him ! 

To William one bumper we drank ; it was due 

From a people to whom his attachment was steady ; 
And where is the craven that will not drink two 

To our Queen among Queens — among Ladies the 
Lady ? 
Then double the pleasure — another fill up — 

Our devotion and gallantry equally proving — 
And drain the last drop from the twice-honour'd cup. 

To Victoria ! — the Queen of the Loyal and Loving ! 
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TO MY FATHER. 

To you, my father and my friend, 
I have not yet one stanza penn'd ; 
Not that I think our love will end 

With fleeting time. 
But that I've waited some " God-send 

Of sacred rhyme ; 

Some happy, consecrated hour, 
When genius feels its fullest power. 
And fond ideas bloom and flower 

By Nature's side ; 
Brighter than Love's Arcadian bower 

In summer pride. 
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• 

To your parental care I owe 

Whate'er affection could bestow — 

Affection that may stronger grow 

The longer known ; 
Nor will you ever find me slow 

The debt to own. 

Twas you who pour d, with accents clear. 
Instruction in my youthful ear, 
And taught me to adore — and fear — 

And praise — and love — 
Him ! whom ten thousand worlds revere — 

Him ! — God above ! 

'Twas you first taught me how to scan 
The real worth of fellow man. 
And soar above each servile plan 

Of knavery ; 
And keep my soul beyond the ban 

Of slavery. 
• 

'Twas you who taught me how to be 
Honest as him who tutor'd me, 
And fearless of my foe, and free 

As he who broke 
The chains of Scottish slavery. 

And burnt the yoke. 
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Oh, my dear Fkther, when His call - 
^^ Before whose ihrone all natkms falV,^ 
Shall SQmmon from its mortal thrall 

Your much-lov'd spirit, 
This woe-hegirted, earthly ball,- 

No more t' inherit ; — 

To dwell where hosts of angels raise 

Their sacred psalmody of praise 

To Him whose sufferings, and whose ways 

Of holiness, 
' Have purchased us eternal days 

Of happiness ; — 

Then, my dear father, I shall bless 
That fond parental tenderness. 
Whose influence I now possess. 

And hallow it ; 
And still — when I am fatherless — 

Will follow it ! 

There is a star that shuns the night. 
But shines serenely pure and bright 
When morning's golden beams of light 

The brightest are ; 
And Mem'ry, to the mental sight, 

Is like that star. 
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For Mem'ry loves to ponder where 
The realms of thought are pure and fair. 
And trace each fond rememhrance there. 

That hangs upon 
The cherish'd hours of joy that were— 

"When they are gone. 

While Hope, whose sweet persuasive strain 
Oft dissipates our present pain, 
Still sings of joys that yet remain 

For time to give ; 
And on each promised good, again 

We trust, and live ! 

Farewell, my Father ! for awhile ; 
Should this one tedious hour beguile, 
Or raise one half-approving smile 

Your cheek upon, — 
Then bless the bard, who loves to styh^ 

Himself — your son. 
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SPRING. 

The tuneful birds enraptured sing, 
Or wanton hop from spray to spray, 
And valleys graced with flowers gay 

Give welcome to thee, lovely Spring ! 

Even the cares that pain my breast — 
Regret, reflection, and decay — 
As thou approachest pass away, 

And leave my thankful heart at rest. 

I wish thy joys were ever mine. 
No winter in this world to see. 
But ever blooming, fresh, and free, 

And smiling as those sweets of thine : 

Then would I be thy bard, and sing 

Of thy young charms alone, enchanting Spring ! 
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SUMMER. 

Now Summer s breeze is on the wave, 
And landward breathes a healthful sigh ; 
And youth to shady bowers fly, 
Or in the stream delighted lave 
Their glowing limbs ; the truant boy 
O'er hill and dale his swiftness tries, 
Chasing the wavering butterflies 
From flow'r to flow'r, veith eager joy ; 
The swallow spreads her glossy wings, 
And twitters, as with turn precise 
She seizes on some insect prize. 
And bears it to her nest, and clings, 
With claws extended, firmly there, 
Feeding her nestlings with parental care. 
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AUTUMN. 

Autumn, I raise the song to thee, 
And greet thy bounty on the plain, 
Where poppies mingle with the grain. 

Like rubies on a golden sea ! 

The clust'ring grapes upon the vine, 
The downy peach, the nectarine. 
The blushing plum, the luscious pine. 

And all earth's richest fruits are thine. 

Thy life is one long harvest day — 
Thy sickle the true scythe of Time — 
And peasant boys, with uncouth rhyme 

And merry faces, sing their lay. 

As bearing the last sheaf they come 

To join the village shout of harvest-home ! 
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WINTER. 

And now old Winter 's come at last, 
With hoary locks of wreathed snow, 
Whilst northern tempests keenly blow 

Across the moor, with biting blast ; 

The birds no longer tune their song, 
But flutter in the frosty breeze, 
Or wistful note the naked trees. 

Hopping the icicles among, 

That hang &om wither d branch and spray. 
Like teA-drops in the eyes of age ; 
Happy the tenant of the cage. 

Although from native wilds away. 

But joyous Spring will soon return. 

And renovated nature cease to mourn ! 
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A VISION. 

Tamar and Plym their streams unite, 
And mingle waters with the sea, 

Amid a scene whose charms invite 
The soul to pensive reverie ; 

A cavern in their rocky shore, 
Upon the margin of the main, 

When foaming billows cease to roar, 
And stormy winds are hush'd again, 

I visit offe; and there reclined — 
Forgetting all the world beside— 

To fitful fancy jrield my mind, 
Gazing upon the changeful tide. 

One summer s eve,— sweet muse, be thine 
The glory of that eve to tell ; 

And weave the tale in simple line 
That memory can paint so well ; 
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For I would have thee wedded be 
To all of bliss that I have known ; 

A music-breathing voice for me, 
To sing of pleasures that are flown. 

The sky was clear, a vesper si^ 
The surface of the water curl'd. 

As if an angel sweeping by- 
Had breath'd a blessing on the world. 

The sun, in radiant light array'd, 
A parting glance to nature gave 

That on the rising ripple play'd, 
And kiss'd each undulating wave. 

In that mild hour, I tum'd to gaze 
Upon his bright immensity ; 

And mark the more effulgent blaze 
That rested on the distant sea : 



The splendour of his panoply, 

In dazzling, god-like grandeur shone ; 
With heaven for a canopy. 

And mighty ocean for a throne ! 
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It seem'd as if myself alone 

The glory of that scene might see ; 
That all mankind were past and gone, 

And paradise were given me. 

Lost in a trance of soft delight, 

A vision o'er my senses stole. 
And heedless of approaching night 

I yielded to its sweet controul. 

A lovely maid, whose raven hair, 

In glossy ringlets unconfin d, 
Play'd round a snowy neck, as fair 

As ever poet's thought design'd ; 

With forehead of majestic mien, 

And form of graceful symmetry. 
Such as love's ever-blooming queen 

Might perfect deem, appear d to me. 

That bright etherial being fixed 

On me a look of holy love — 
With nought of earthly feeling mix'd — 

With nought a saint might not approve. 

f3 
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And whilst o'er me her sylph-like form 
With gracefdl ease she fcmdly bent, 

My utterance came — my voice grew warm, 
And thus I gave my feelings vent : — 

" Oh, thou art as bright 
As a spirit of light, 
And as pure as an angel's pray'r ; 
And I never have known 
A lovelier one, 
Nor dreamt of a form so fair ; 

Though my dreams have given 

A glimpse to me. 
Of all save heaven — 

Of all save thee ! 

" And I know thee now 

By thy radiant brow. 
And thy looks of kindling fire; 

And the halo that plays 

Round the wreath of bays 
That bloom on thy golden lyre ; 

And thine eyes, that as tender 
As brilliantly glow ; 

Surpassing in splendour 
All brightness below. 
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" For thine was the lay 

Of my earliest day, 
And the latest shall own thy power; 

Since thou canst impart 

Such a hloom to the heart 
As time may not blight or deflower; 

And I feel in my bosom 
The bliss thou canst give — 

A germ that may blossom 
As long as I live ! 

" Oh, Genius ! the fame 

That attends on thy name 
Is the fortune I fain would have ; 

And barter my breath 

For a life after death, 
If honours might hallow my grave ; 

And those who endeavour 
To win thy regard, 

Might cherish for ever 
The songs of thy bard !" 

I paus'd — when with a playful look. 
That thousand-fold my song repaid, 

My willing hand in hers she took^ 

And thus replied that peerless maid : — 
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" Be thine the pow'r of iQve to sing, 
And natnre's scenes of loveliness, 

For which shall Inspiration bring 
Her potent aid thy strains to bless ; 

" And sorrow not ! — ^for though to thee 

Again I never may appear, 
Let this thy consolation be — 

Where'er thou art — I will be near." 

The moon in midnight glory shone 

And found me loath that spot to quit — 

Musing upon the lovely one 

Who^e smile had consecrated it ! 
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TO ELIZABETH. 

When soul meets soul in union sweet. 
And hearts responsive raptures beat — 
When all we love on earth is near, 
For whom, alone, we hope or fear — 
Oh ! who can paint the happiness 
That fills our bosoms with th' excess 
Of joy, and bliss, and tenderness ? 

When two fond hearts, by dark decree 
Of fate, are doom'd to misery, 
And, parted, pine and waste away 
In blighted love's too sure decay — 
Oh ! who can paint their loneliness — 
The pangs that pierce them with distress- 
Their sorrows, cares, and wretchedness ! 
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SALTRAM HUT. 

Kind refuge from the winter s blast — 

Safe shelter from the summer^^s sun — 

Ere yet my hours of joy were run, 
How many moments I have pass'^d 

Beneath thy thatch, with sportive glee, 

And song, and dance, and revelry. 

But, oh ! those moments &ded £ist — 

« - 

As fades the lover's frequent dream — 

As fades the lightning'^s swiftest gleam — 
And now the storms of sorrow lour. 

And damp my hopes as they aspire, 

And drown the music of my lyre. 
And blight my joys ere yet they flower — 
And give my bleeding heart to dark Affliction's power ! 
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TO THOMAS MOORE. 

Unrivall'd lyrist ! — ^matchless bard of love ! 

Poet of beauty ! — minstrel of delight ! 
In corresponding praise I fain would prove 

How much I marvel at thy mental flight; 
Whether yon glowing sphere it leads above, 

Catching new fancies from the worlds of light,- 
Or from among earth's lover-allured throng 
Stealing fresh raptures to enrich thy song ! 

How much I love the music of thy lays, — 
How doat upon thy deep impassioned vein, — 

How hang, delighted, when in Beauty's praise 
Thy numbers teem, with a melodious strain 

Of natural eloquence, — or, when plays 
The wayward sportings of thy wit again. 

What joy is mine, — all this would I rehearse, 

But mighty feeling mocks my feeble verse ! 
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Yet, oh ! despise me not, because o'er thee 
Alone, is shed the radiance of song ; 

For, though I may not match thy minstrelsy 
With equal strains, to me there may belong 

A kindred spirit — ^a propinquity 

Of feeling, and of thought ; and these are strong 

Enough, should partial Friendship so approve. 

To bind his votary to the Bard of Love ! 



A PASSING SIGH. 

Oh ! had I lived in the olden time. 

When innocent youth rejected crime, 

And Virtue, bright from the realms above, 

Ruled all the earth with a look of love : — 

Had I but lived in that golden age — 

lii philosophy's day — when the old were sage, 

And the great were good, I had been content ; 

But now, with bitterness, I lament 

That Folly or hideous Vice should win 

Each willing heart in this world of sin. 
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TO A FRIEND. 

Thanks to the kindred soul who sent 
This curious, costly ornament, 
In proof that though we parted he 
He fails not to remcmher me. 

The graver's art, so deftly shown, 
Adorns it, and for this alone 
It might be prized; although the bard 
Had for the giver no regard. 

But never will he strike a strain 

To fancy, love, or faith again. 

In grateful terms more true than he 

Sends these, his heartfelt thanks to thee I 
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TO THE ABSENT. 

Dear Lady ! — towards thee my thoughts do throng 

Incessantly, as though they would compose 
A charmed roho to shelter thee from wrong 

Of personal danger, and the rival-foes 
Of their fond master; lost on thy chaste ear 
They pour some subtle calumny, and sear, 
With Slander's scorching tongue, thy lover's fame — 
Tlio laurels of his glory !— Tliy dear name 
Is powerful as that mysterious word 
Given to wandering angels by their Lord, 
To speed them homeward through Elysium ; 
For, when I breathe it, bright ideas come. 
Mingled with dreams of warm idolatry, 
And lo ! — my soul leaps forth to worship thee ! 
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TO CARRINGTON. 

Poet of nature — pensive Carrington ! 

To thee my muse unfeigned homage pays ; 
Bearing a younger bard's warm benizon 

She comes, and proffers thee a wreath of bays! 
Oh, let her urge thy tuneful numbers on. 

Why now are silent thy instructiTe lays — 
Dartmoor's first poet — Tamar's foster-son ? 
Whilst, of descriptive poets, there are none 

Can match thy chaste magnificence? Why bow 

Thy head in silent sorrow, and allow 
The passing storm thy spirit to restrain ? 

Pluck off the weeping willows from thy brow — 
Take up thy lyre— nrenew th' impassion'd strain — 
Put on the bays — and be thyself again ! 
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EPITAPH ON A LADY. 

Heaven, in its all gracious plenitude. 
On earth permitted her awhile to dwell, 

A type of truth and holy rectitude 

Which all might follow — none could e'er excel. 

Tlien while the brightness of her virtue shone 
In noon-day splendour, lighting aD around. 

That same unerring goodness claimed its own. 
And Heaven's favor d — Heaven's glory found. 



ANACREON'S TWELFTH ODE. 

Chattering bird! — what wouldest thou ? 
Say, vagrant, shall I seize thee now, 
And clip thy glossy pinions close ? 
Or else, like Tercus, would'st thou lose 
Thy senseless tongue, whose matin-screams 
Have snatch'd Bathyllus from my joyous dreams ? 
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ANACREON'S FIFTEENTH ODE. 

Chief of Sardians, Gyges ! why 
Should I for thy treasures sigh ? 
Money will not mend my lot — 
Regal state I envy not — 
Keep thy gold and diadem, 
I am not conccm'd for them ! 
How to wear my perfumed hair-^ 
How my rosy crown to wear- 
How to conquer time and care — 
These are my ajQPairs, and these 
Fill my hours — my'fancy please. 
Be my life a pleasant day, 
Frown the future as it may ! 
Since it is so calm — so still — 
I will sport and drink my fill — 
Pouring out lihations strong, 
Such as Bacchus would not wrong — 
Jjest disease, in cruel strain. 
Say—*' You must not drink again !" 
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ANACREON'S NINETEENTH ODE. 

Earth drinks the clouds ; the parchM trees 
Drain the dark earth ; the reeling seas 
Quaff the intoxicated breeze ; 

The thirsty sun sucks up the sea ; 
And, from the sun, night after night. 
The moon draws mighty draughts of light ! 
Then why, my Mends, contend with me. 
For sharing the unceasing rite 
Of nature's vast festivity ? 



ANACREON'S TWENTY-FIRST ODE. 

Give, O maiden ! give to me 
Of Bacchus to drink copiously ; 
For lo ! parched up with heat I lie. 

And pant, and sigh ; 
And of fresh flowers a wreath prepare — 
Scorch'd by my brow are those I wear ; 
But oh ! my heart, with what shall we 
Screen thee from love's intensity ? 



MISCELLANEOUS. 1 1 9 



ANACREON'S TWENTY-THIRD ODE. 

If store of gold could life prolong, 

I would persist in guarding mine, 
That if death came my heaps among, 
He might take something and begone. 
But since of mortals there are none 

Can purchase life, why should I pine. 
And sigh, and be disconsolate ? 

Why lamentations send before ? 
For if death be decreed by fate. 

Of what avail were golden store ? 
Then be it mine. 
Quaffing sweet wine, 
With friends hold converse, and recline 
On downy couch, where joys entice. 
And Venus crowns the sacrifice. 
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ANACREON'S TWENTY-FIFTH ODE. 

When I drink wine my sorrows sleep ! 

What, then, with grief have I to do ?-<^ 
Or what with pain ? Why should I keep 
Accoont with care ? Is it not true 
That I must die ? 
Why, then, oh 1 why 
Should we consume existence thus ? 
Drink of the wine that Lyffius 

Hath given us :— 
When wc drink wine our sorrows sleep ! 



ANACREON'S THIRTY-FOUETH ODE. 

Fly not, observing my grey hair. 
Nor my caresses scorn to share 
Because the bloom of youth, that thou 
Hast mantling o'er thy beauteous brow, 

On mine thou may'st not find. 
See, even in these chaplets, how 
Becoming the white lilies are 

With roses intertwined! 
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ANACREON'S THIRTY-SEVENTH ODE. 

Behold how, on approach of Spring, 
The Graces blooming roses bring 
And smiling scatter them around ! 
See how the ocean-surge is bound 
By th' emprisoning cahn ; and how 
The water-fowl are sporting now ! 
Behold, on far expanded wing 
Upborne, the Crane is journeying ! 
Titan shines clearly ; and the shades 
Of cloudy vapours leave the glades ! 
Man s varied toils adorn the fields. 
Where teeming earth her produce yields ; — 
The laden olive forward bends ; 
And, Bromius ! thy juice distends 
The bloomy fruit, whose pendent gems 
Grace spreading leaves and silver stems ! 



G 
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EPIGRAMS. 

Said Masculine to Dapper-wit, 

'^ My leg and thigh have substance fit 

To make a little man like jou !" 

" Most true"— said Dapper-wit^" most true ; 

'* And then my head," quoth Masculine, 

" r fiEdth is twice the size of thine !" 

" Most true," said Dapper-wit again ; 

" But — pray what does your head contain ?" 



Nor Jack, nor Jane, each other slight, 
Coldness they hate — and so they fight ! 



Sam says " all men are fools." — ^The simpleton 
Measures the wit of millions by his own. 



Like a bad watch, should Bob the truth advance, 
It is but rare— and only then by chance ! 
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Kate calls a wedded life a life of cares, 
And that she will not many boldly swears ;— - 
She might have spared her oaths and useless cant, 
No roan would many such a termagant ! 



Ben and his rib ne'er quarrel ! What ! so meek 
And loving are they ? No— they never speak ! 



Sir Edgar's groom has got into disgrace : 
The varlet would not lie — and lost his place ! 



TO GORILLA. 

Musing, awake — and dreaming, when asleep— 
Thy charms my soul in constant worship keep ;- 
Ah ! wherefore absent wield a pow'r divine ? — 
Come to my arms, and be thyself my shrine ! 



o 
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TO JANEIRA. 

Janeira ! when his wayward fate 
Hath ceased to persecute him here — 
When he has run his mad career, 

And cool reflection comes too late — 
Say, wilt thou, o'er his bed of death, 
Watch the last faltering of breath. 

And pity then thy lover's state ?— 
And as existence fades away 
For his imperilM spirit pray ? — 

And, when the thread of life is parted, 
Say, wilt thou drop one mournful tear — 
One gem of sorrow on his bier — 

In grief for him, who, broken-hearted, 
Now courts the cruel death thy coldness has imparted ? 
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TO THE SLANDERER. 

Go on, mean Spirit ! — still go on, 
In the base course thou hast begun, 

With ev'ry spark of feeling gone. 
All honest principle outrun ; 

And show the world it is thy pride 

With brawling knaves to be allied ! 

What matters it although thy name 
Partakes of their ignominy ? — 

Thy brow a stranger is to shame. 
Thy breast to innate probity ! — 

And foul abuse and vulgar gibe, 

Befit thee well for such a tribe ! 

In devastating ruin all 

Thy friends thou wouldst delight to see, 
If on their unlamented fall 

Thy fortunes might erected be — 
But reckon not on such a rise : 
Tho' wicked, yet thou art not wise ! 
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And, withont wisdom to achieve 
The selfish heart's cormpt device, 

Designing fools themselves deceive. 
And fashion their own sacrifice. 

Snch meet results will soon repress 

Thy folly and thy wickedness ! 



TO INFATUATION. 
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Hence, sorceress ! — Infatuation ! hence — 

I'm thine no longer ! Reason frees my sense 

From thy dark thraldom ; and the light of truth . 

Shows me the falseness of thy colouring ; 

And 'neath the halt, flung to ensnare my youth, 

Th' envenom'd barb exposes. I did sing 

Of vice as it were virtue, when the spring 
Of my wild, boundless passion, floVd along : 
But the false witchery that Voke my song 

Is faded ; and I think with sorrowing. 

And deep contrition — aye, repentance— now. 
Upon my guilty pleasures ; nor shalt thou 

E'er win me with deceitful smiles again ; 

Hence ! — ^fiend Infatuation ! — I have bur^t my chain ! ^ 
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REMORSE. 

Yes ! — then I struck him, — the assassin-blow 
Fell swift as thought ; and the warm, crimson flow—- 
Life's teeming essence— streamed, as bursting rain 
After the vivid flash, when Heav'n in twain 
Seems rent by its own thunder ; and he fell. 
And died convulsed ! That murder, like a hell 
In my seared conscience lingers even now- 
Blasting each thought with horror. I would bow 
My head, and pray to that Almighty One 

(Who was the only witness to the deed) 
For pardon ; but, alas ! all hope is gone — 

And pray I cannot, tho' so great my need ! — 
Whilst dark Remorse condemns me to despair, 
And on my brow the curse of God I bear ! 
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TO ALEXANDER FRASEft. ESi$. '"^ 

Dear Sir, T\e sent ye back wi' this, ' 
Gow's bonnie sang " The Boatie roii^'' 

An' hope that yell no tak' amiss 
Its lang delay; my Mosie vows 

She'd gie her lyre an unco' twang, 

Gin' she could sing sae douce ii sang, 

Methinks these bards benorth the Tweed 
Are true descendants o' Apollo ; * 

For, when they tak' the lyre or reed. 
They beat our southern bardies hollow ; 

An aye compel us to complain 

Our noblest efforts are in vain. 

Or else there must be i' the North 
An atmosphere more pure than ours, 

Scenes yielding thoughts that wauken forth 
The fairest o' poetic flowers ; 

Which Genius cultivates, an' we 

Behold in bloom eternally. 
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Sic are the sangs o** Fergusson — 

Sic Ramsay's lays ; an' ilka gem 
That godlike Bums bestow'd upon 

Coila's splendid diadem ; 
An** sic the flow'rets planted now 
By Scott, Gait, Campbell, Hogg and Gow. 

Oh Scotia ! Scotia ! would I were 

Ane o' thy highly gifted sons, 
That, still aspiring, I might share 

A portion o** thy benisons ; 
An' when Death closed the glowing line, 
My name might live wi' theirs an' thine. 



But I hae wander'd from my theme : 

Thanks should hae been my "subject matter. 

While penning this, a poet's dream, 
An' may be fash'd ye wi' my clatter ; 

If sae, for ance forgie my rhyme. 

An I'll write prose anither time. 



» 



G 3 
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TO MELANCHOLY. 

Come, Melancholy ! dew-eyed maiden, come. 
And share my sorrows, for I love to roam 
Telling my tale of woe, when thon art near 
To hallow its recital with a tear, 
And sigh o"*er my afflictions. Now my heart 

Is fitted for thee ! ev'*ry pulse is thine, 
And ev'ry thought is hurthen'd with a smart 

Of hitter anguish; come, then, and refine 
The keenness of my grief — let my distress 
Be softened hy thy tender pensiveness ; 

And whilst thy soothing influence may last, 

Let me hut dream a moment of the past— 
Of joys departed — Ah ! how small their sum — 
Come, dew-eyed maiden. Melancholy, come! 
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APOLOGUE. 

Joy from her sparkling cup a bubble raised 
And gave the glittering toy to Pleasure ; 
Who, with the empty prize delighted, flew 
From the bright realms of super-human bliss, 
And sportive held the trifle up to man. 
Unthinking mortal ! — he, too eagerly. 
Grasped at the fleeting bubble and it burst ! 
And such is Happiness — a cheating dream. 



TO MY WIFE, 

ON THE ANNITERSABY OF OUB WEDDING. 

The first fond year of wedded love 

This happy day is finished. 
And countless deeds of kindness prove 

Our passion undiminished ; 
The past has been a blissful dream — 

The present joy disposes, 
And love will light with pleasure'^s beam 

The future — ^till it closes ! 
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ON THE DEATH OF AN EARLY FRIEND. 

• 

Much injured Spirit I all thy earthly sorrows— . , ,^ 
Manifold, deep, and lasting as they were, . ■ .- 
At length have ceased ; and we most now prepare 

The gloomy tomh for thee. No sad to-morrows , 
Hast thou again to fear ; for holy faith 
Bearing thee far from pain and mortal scaith, , , ^ 

Points to that heaven which alone can render . ■ 
Pleasures unmingled with proportioned throes* , ^ 
Poor Jane ! — she sojourned here until her woes . 

Grew irresistible, and she, too tender 

To bear, unhurt, affliction's frecpient smart, 
With resignation yielded to her fate ; 
And there is one who mourns — alas ! too lat^, / 

The many wrongs that broke her faithful heart ! . 
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FROM THE PERSIAN. 

" Sweet minstrel with the silver voice. 
Suited to songs of love and pleasure, 
Oh ! bid your beating heart rejoice 
And raise a soft melodious measure ; 

^^ And call for wine, and taste of bliss 
The purest blooming love composes, 
Nor leave the cup, unless to kiss 
The maiden's lips among the roses ! 

" There hid secure from prying eyes, 
With raptures ever wanner growing, 
Mingle with hers your heaving sighs. 

And snatch fresh kisses fond and glowing ! 



(( 



Then press again the luscious grape. 

Ere yet the wings of Time o'ertake thee ; 

Nor let one sparkling drop escape. 

For more than mortal wine will make thee ! 



It 
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" We drink — and troubles are forgot, 

We quaff again — ^new bliss implanting ; 
O what were life if love were not ? — 

Or what were love if wine were wanting ? 

Thus sung young Hafiz in a bower, 

On roses csarelessly reclining ; 
Whilst balmy dews on every flower, 

Like gems of living light, were shining! 



And thus the minstrel closed his lay — 
" Haste, Zephyr, to my Zoe's dwelling, 

And tell her all that heart would say. 

Whose tongue wrongs ev'ry thought in telling! 



" To her, the lovely maid who brought 

Rich robes with perfumes sprinkled over, 
And orient pearls, and diamonds wrought 
In gold, and gave them to her lover — 



(( 



Say, that her Hafiz still is true. 

And though the breath of age is blasting- 
Each hour his passion will renew. 

That time may prove it everlasting ! " 
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a 



TO ELIZA. 

Thou art not always thought on — ^that were vain, 

Nor is thy name for ever on my tongue ; 
I could not bear existence, if the pain 

Thy absence gives my heart for ever wrung ; 

And therefore sometimes are my sorrows flung, 
Not rudely, yet with suddenness aside, 

When forth I go among the gay and young, 
Seeming the gladdest — ^the most gratified 
Of all that on the stream of pleasure glide, 

Where ev'ry barque floats buoyant with delight ! 
But, ah ! how often comes the starting tear. 

Amid enjoyment's flow and fancy's flight ? — 
How frequent is the pray'r — and how sincere- 
God bless thee, Lizzie ! — ip^ould that thou wert here V 
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THE EARLY SUMMER. 

Mild season of delight ! again I feel 

The blessing of thy presence ; through my frame 
What indescribable sensations steal, 

Fraught with new life and pleasure, like the flame 
Of love, but not so fierce. Lo, thou hast spread 

A living carpet most luxuriously 
Around, with blooming flowers embossed ; o'er head 

The heavens approving smile ; melodiously 
The feather 'd denizens of air pour out 
Their ecstacies, while Zephyr flings about 

The perfiime of thy bowers deliciously ! 
All nature teeming into life and love, 
In smiles, or dulcet sounds, to Him above. 
Who gave them birth, send forth their thanks sponta- 
neously ! 



t i ,\ * ■ I, 
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TO THE AUTHOR OF « TENDRILS." 

'' Set out the burnt side o** your ahin, 
For pride in poets is nae sin ; 
Glory''s the prize for which they rin, 

An Fame's the jo ; 
An' wha blows best the horn shall win ; 

An' wherefore no ?" 

Thus Ramsay simg, and I repeat. 
Without a shadow of deceit, 
To one whom I already greets 

Bard>like — a Brother ! 
Relying, if we ever meet, 

To prove no other. 

I hate the cautious worldly crew, 
That will not give to whom 'tis due 
Their poor applause, because they view 

With envy hellish 
The bard that mental bliss pursue. 

They cannot relish. 
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I scorn tlie man, however rare 
His talents and attainments are, 
That will not let another share 

Deserved praise, — 
That thinks one hrow alone should hear 

Apollo's hays. 

Poets, methinks, should ever he > 

Memhers of one fond family ; 
And when the elder hranches see 

A younger grappling 
With wayward fortune, — all agree 

T' uprear the sapling ! 

I^ve read thy " Tendrils," Reuhen, hoy, 
And wish thee many years of joy, 
To follow such a pure employ 

With ardent spirit ; 
And may no critic fool annoy 

Thee—Child of Merit ! 

Yet, though my wish, it is in vain 
To hope Fame'^s fickle trump to gain, 
Without a wound from those who stain 

The name of man ; 
And mar the poet^s smoothest strain 

Whene'^er they can. 
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But let this urge thee on : the mote 
These hjpercritics cant and roar^ 
Do thou with song ahove them soar. 

And casting down 
A look of pity, give them o'er 

For Time to drown. 

Faith ! Reuben, I can scarcely hide 
The high, I may say honest, pride, 
I feel at finding by my side 

A lad like thee. 
Sailing along the sunny tide 

Of Poesy. 

And my delight the warmer grows. 
When I reflect — ^the breast that glows 
With fervent love, and overflows 

In benisons 
At leaving home, is one of those 

Plym calls her sons ! 

And Plymouth surely will approve 
Our efforts, and with smiles of love. 
Look on her minstrels, while they rove 

Among the Nine ; 
And with the " Wreath" my fancy wove 

Thy " Tendrils " twine. 
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TO EVADNB. '' 

Worshipped Evadne, "whilst the drowsy keep 

Their ritnal-— whilst all around me sleeps 

I wander forth beneath the pensive ray 

Of night^s pore empress, heedless of my way, 

AbsorbM in musings on the happy past, 

Or dreamings of the future. Fate may cast 

The lot <^ lovers amid sorrowings, 

And strangely chequerM scenes ; but Mem'ry brings 

First in the train of our departed hours, 

Those that were studded with the fairest flow'rs 

Of youth and love ; and in so calm a night 

As this, I cannot, in my soul's despite, 

Nurture despairing thoughts. Sweet love, forgive 

The bliss that even absence can outlive ! 
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TO J. R. B. ON HIS MARRIAGE. 

m 

Now all thy fears are over. 

And thy dark forebodings ended-— 
The fondness of the loyer 

With the husband's faith is blended ! 

Thy only hope and treasure — 

The loved aim of each endeavour — 

Thy paradise of pleasure- 
Is thine own for aye and ever ! 

And, whilst true love and duty 
Thus adorn thy bridal blossom — 

Oh ! wear her, in her beauty, 
Like a gem upon thy bosom ! 






i 
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WRITTEN ON PLYMOUTH HOE. 
Speak not of Italy ! — ehe cannot show 



A brighter scene than this ; a richer glow ; , , , 

I Warms not the azure of her eyening sky ' ' 



With rarer tints than those we gaze on here; 

Her Zeph3rrs cannot wing a softer sigh 
Than we inhale. Oh, fEtvonr'd England ! dear 
i Art thou to all thy sons, but dearer still . , \ 

To me ; for I have never wander'd £orth _, 

To find a better home ; and yet each thrill .j_ 
Of true affection, honour, yirtue, worth, 

I've found. Old Ocean girds thee round ; Ms tide 
Swells proudly to embrace thy rocky strand, 

And play upon thy shores ; thou art his pride, 
I And I exulting boast — ^thou art my naiiye land ! . \ 

A 



* ■> 



MISCELLANEOUS. 143 



STANZAS BY THE AUTHOR'S FATHER. 



The Author has discovered, in the handwriting of his Father, the following 
stanzas, which were addressed, on the 17th October, 1802, to one who was 
then in wifehood's early years — who is now in the declining days of widow- 
hood. To preserve this memorial of deparud happiness is the pride of 
one of their sons. 



Let magisterial robes my limbs adorn ; 

Let po Vr, ambition, riches, all be mine ; 
Apollo'*8 beauty — Pride's elated scorn — 

And mortals bend before me as divine ; 
Add fame and honor — fix'd as fate's decree — "' 
And lose my Sarah ? — None less blest than me ! 

Let Summer 8 roses grace my healthful brow — 
Let Autumn's grape refill my emptied bowl— 

With all Anacreon sang, or bards sing now — 
And love and music strive to charm my soul — 

Let Yenus' self my proflfer'd partner be — 

And lose my Sarah ? — None less blest than me ! 
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Give me content beneath some bumble shed, 
A mind susceptible of otbeis^ woe, 

Assurance, merely, of my daily bread, 

A grateful heart, and hands that will bestow ; 

Give me a hope above, from fear set free — 

And haying Sarah, none more blest than me ! 

John Stevens. 



THE END. 
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